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Author's Notes: 
Slash and Axl's sad and unhealthy relationship is told from Slash's passionate and poetic perspective. 


In my fondest memories, my grandmother's old record player plays softly throughout my room. Stevie Nicks 
sings beautifully, although noises accompany her, creating an old-fashioned atmosphere. We are in undisturbed 
silence, smiling endlessly about a love so strong that it hurts. His long red hair shines in endless waves on the 
white pillow and drowns me, his nose wrinkled along with a familiar bright smile. The two of us lie on a sunny 
afternoon, the curtains are drawn to cover the outside world and protect us from it. The room without light 
is pitch black. My head lying on his warm belly, he compares me to a feline and says l'm adorable. His long 
fingers trailed through the curly roots of my hair, sharp nails scratching at my scalp. 


I'm looking at him. I'm always looking at him. 


Always studying the artistic way that light creates contrasts on white skin like clouds on a sunny day, the 
shadow of pale eyelashes sweeping across cheekbones, but there's no light today. | can't blink, | need to 
memorize every detail of who he is, every frown line and every smile he has. That's my mission. Yesterday | 


memorized every element of his green iris, | found brown hidden there, and | stared until everything around it 


lost its color and the shapes merged. The world became hideous before my eyes, | trembled with fear. Fear of 


what isn't real, fear of him, fear of myself. 


Today | dreamed of his eyes and they haunted me, they blinked sadly at me and the greenish immensity 
swallowed me mercilessly. To save myself from the nightmare, | clung to the brown flaw in the poison green | 
woke up crying, with lips kissing my closed eyelids and long fingers sweeping my tears away. His warmth is 


there comforting me, apologizing. 


There is no time, we are stuck and life outside may have stopped too. After all, everything we touch loses its 
light. Outside, it's not sunny anymore, the sun kissed the sea a long time ago now and the night has cooled 
everything that was once warm. His eyes are still sad, his smile has lost its youthful glow, and now he's 
ignorant. His hands are cold, but it doesn't matter as | take them and give the healing kiss to his trembling 
fingers, kissing again, and again, and it feels like the touch of my lips burns him. He doesn't care, he likes the 


pain. 


His smile is dirty, it always has been. He lets me know all the things he wants to do to me, takes me in his 
arms, and hugs everything | am, and again, forever. We get lost in each other, we take a dose until there's 
nothing left, and we are insatiable. We are one, we are nothing. He claimed me, my body is his sanctuary, 
because | am made of everything he once was, and now he is nothing. | want more of him, | always want more. 


Sadly, | realize I've consumed it all 


| catch him looking at me sometimes, | know he's looking at himself. I'm a reflection of his past, the only thing 
he can hold on to and not let go. All things are going, moving, finding a way, except me, ‘cause he holds me in 
his trap, doesn't let the world catch me. He's possessive about taking care of me, not realizing he's the one 
hurting me. No matter how sad he gets when | get out of reality when | try to make things easier. In the end, 
he's the one with the power to hurt me. And he knows that, but something is interesting to him about 


creating conflicting scenarios, just to make up for it. He's sadistic, and he likes to show me that. 


We are lying down and tired. It's a rainy day, the room is closed so that no life comes in and disturbs that old 
atmosphere we've built around us with hard work. Its hard to be together these days, even though our home 
is a bed. l'm lying on his warm belly, he's staring at the ceiling, expressionless, and | try to look at him. | try 
once again to memorize all the details of it in my liquor-smeared mind; it used to be difficult, but now it's 
impossible and, as usual, | end up failing. Now | realize I'll never be able to see him, not until he looks back at 


me. 


| was consumed by him, defeated, | didn't unravel his layers and he will never allow me, his sneer smile lets me 
know that. He looks at me now, his smile hasn't brightened in a long time, but his eyes are brighter every day, 
with the purity of brown hidden behind the wicked green. He holds me in his arms and embraces everything 
that | am, even though he hates what he's made me. 


He still kisses me in a familiar, possessive way and | know he's unlocked me, has me. He lets me know 
everything he's done to me, that I've allowed. He's there when | wake up, when | sleep and when | dream of 


orange hair and bright irises and an empty smile, every day. | dream of lips and wake up to the ghostly touch 


on my eyelids. Even if his body isn't with me, it's still in my mind, so present that my mind puts him there 


one way or another. 


It has stopped raining, but we are still stopped, our hands are still cold and we seek warmth in the cold Maybe 
one day we will open the windows and let life in. 


I'm still there, | think I'll always be there. 


Life still doesn't happen We dream of the day when our world spins again, although we don't know if this is a 
dreaded nightmare. 


